REMINISCENCES

his uncivilised brothers. He explained to them, how-
ever, that he was anxious to get back to civilisation,
and finally at his request they constructed a great raft
for him, gave Mm a stock of such provisions as they
had to give, and launched him on the broad bosom of
the Pacific. After much tossing about and much ex-
perience of hunger and thirst he was picked up by a
vessel from New Bedford in Massachusetts. He told
his story, and the captain of the vessel took a liking to
Mm, as, indeed, everybody did who came to know Boyle
O'Reilly, and he was safely landed at length on the
Massachusetts shore. There the captain gave him a
few coins to help him on his way, and Boyle O'Reilly,
the escaped convict, set out to begin the world again.

He started for Boston, and after some time he obtained
humble employment at the office of a newspaper. He
had always a love of literature, and a remarkable liter-
ary gift; and he soon became a writer on the staff of
the journal; he made money by delivering lectures
and writing books, and at length he became editor and
proprietor of the paper, and saw himself a rich man,
welcomed in the most intellectual of Boston society.
I came to know John Boyle O'Reilly well, and found
him a true friend. The very soul of chivalry was in
him. In some of OUT conversations he told me that the
one thing in his political life he regretted was that he
tad worked for the Fenian organisation while still
wearing the uniform and taking the pay of the Queen.
If it were to do again, he said that he would have got
out of the Army in some way in the first instance, and
then joined the insurrectionary movement; hut that lie
would not have become a Fenian while actually serving
as a soldier in the British ranks. The scruple of con-
science so frankly acknowledged was in keeping with
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